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with sad eyes into the garden, where all the leaves
seemed whispering together, ghosts talking of the
departure of their beloved Master. Presently one of
the disciples said : " Those who live beautifully know
how to die beautifully too." When these words had
been spoken, sweet incense drifted out from the tea-
room. It was a silent message bidding the disciples
enter the calm and fragrant apartment.

One by one the disciples took their places.  In the
tokonoma (alcove) hung a 'kakemono, and looking
sorrowfully upon it they read of the passing of all
earthly things, written by an old monk whose human
remains had long rested in a cemetery by the sea.
The kettle boiled on the brazier.   Once that boiling
kettle had reminded them of a sunny, laughing stream,
of pine trees singing together, of the merry patter of
children^ feet. Now the song was different. It was
like the cry of a cicada calling in vain to its absent mate.

At length the Tea Master entered the apartment,
calm and dignified, and served each guest with
the precious beverage of the liquid, jade. When he
had done so, he drank from his own cup in perfect
silence, and then allowed the disciples to admire all
the utensils connected with the tea-equipage. Later,
Eikiu presented each guest with a small gift, and
taking his bowl in his hand, he exclaimed : " Never
again shall this cup, polluted by the lips of misfor-
tune, be used by man.^ And with these words he
broke the vessel.